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thoughtlessly to start off in a quite unusual direction, and
sure enough, it always led me to him.
During the glare of the day which obliged him to remain in
his cool darkened'house, I sat in the olive groves sketching.
All day and every day I sketched. Everywhere there was a
background of vivid blue, either sea or sky, and the fantastic
silhouettes of twisted thousand-year-old stems. Munthe's
garden, too, was an endless delight, full of orange trees and
terraces, pergolas where geraniums grew like weeds, and shady
paths bordered with acanthus. His house h^d Greek carved
marble doorways and the windows were inset with twisted
marble columns.
When I sat sketching one day in a rather distant grove,
hidden from sight of the path by a wall, a familiar voice
shouted:
" Hullo, hullo !   I know you are there."
How he knew I was there, for no one else knew, it was useless
to ask.
Only once did I ever see him without his black glasses. He
took them off deliberately and looked at me. The sensation
was indescribable. I cried out as if hurt, and turned away,
but without knowing the reason why. I always wished that
I could face his eyes again, the second time I should have been
prepared.
Shortly after this incident I dreamed that a monster with
one eye, a kind of Cyclops, came up the ladder through the
hole in my floor and that his eye cast a blinding light in my
face. It had seemed a very dreadful dream in the night, but
by the light of day it seemed less dreadful. The next morning
before I had time to speak, Tiberio said:
" I know you have had a bad night—I am glad, I am very
glad. You kill me with your vitality. Now to-day you will
be a little tired/1
When the glare of the day was over he went to see the
Queen, who, I may add, was extremely displeased with him
for bringing me to Anacapri. Sometimes, from my look-out
post, I saw her familiar figure in a tight tailor-made, surmounted
by a man's hard straw hat, walking down the stony track
that led to the lighthouse, followed by her suite, dressed in
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